exclaimed Dr. Brandreth, one of the physicians at St. Lazarus' Hospital, as his eye fell on the slim, graceful figure of a lady, whose sweet, refined face seemed the brighter by contrast with the plain black bonnet she wore. The rest of her dress consisted of a plain dark gown, and a long cloak made without any reference to the decrees of the prevailing fashion; but, in the eyes of Charles Brandreth, M.D., the wearer of these simple garments was more attractive than the most gaily dressed woman in the world.
She was walking slowly across the Park, the near proximity of which to St. Lazarus's was one of the characteristics of that hospital most valued by those who worked there, and seemed to be enjoying the fresh spring air and the sight of children playing on the grass, when the Doctor observed her.
He stopped his carriage, alighted, and having directed his coachman to drive on, joined the lady.
" I am so glad to have met you, Nurse Marion," he exclaimed. "I have just been at the hospital, forgetting that this was your off time. I wanted to see Ten years is a long time to cherish the memory of a faithless lover, and more than that had elapsed since Jack Holtayne had left her with the bitter, unjust words, "You do not care for me. If you did you would not let me go to India alone."
